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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— Sunset.  The  Courtyard,  of  an  Hostel. 
Buildings  on  each  side.  The  background,  towards 
which  a  court  is  open,  is  formed  of  a  landscape,  in 
which  are  visible  the  Fairy  Oalc,  a  tree  of  large  pro- 
portions, grotesquely  wreathed,  and  a  ruined 
chapel.  On  one  side  of  the  buildings  are  sheds  for 
cattle. 

Enter  RAIMOND,  and  two  or  three  Peasants,  R. 

Eai.  Here,  say  you  ? 

1st  Peasant  (Colbert.)  Yes,  I'm  sure  I  saw  him 
steal  by  these  buildings,  about  this  time  last 

mfn<j' Peasant  (Gravelle.)  Then  'tis  like  if  we  watch 
half  an  hour  he  may  come  forth  again. 

Col.  Let's  search  for  him — let's  drag  him  forth  ; 
this  Englishman.  I  owe  him  a  death  for  my  poor 
murdered  father's  sake ! 

Gra.  But  one  relation  lost  to  urge  your  ven- 
geance !  The  invaders  have  reft  me  of  all ;  from  a 
man  with  kin  and  friends  around  me,  I  stand  a  soli- 
tary ruined  outcast ! 

Eai.  Who  among  us  but  owns  such  wrongs! 
Tush  1  they  are  the  burden  of  every  tongue.  Fire, 
famine,  and  the  sword  are  all  that  labour  now  in 
our  hapless  land,  and  desolation  is  their  harvest ; 
the  dead  lie  uuburied,  for  they  outnumber  the 
living!  Curses  on  the  tyrants  that  drive  their 
hirelings  on  to  slaughter  the  innocent — Yes,  let  us 
search,  my  friends,  there  will  be  one  devastating 
fiend  the  less  on  earth  if  we  slay  one  of  Isabel's 
warhonnds. 

Col.  Search  all  round — you  that  way. 

Eat.  I  heard  something  stir  here — the  door  is 
fast—  (Trying  the  door  of  the  stables  or  cattle  sheds.) 
— your  mattock,  Gravelle — Colbert,  your  staff,  to 
wrench  it  from  its  hinge!  The  invader  shall 
die  I 

(.4s  they  are  forcing  down  the  door 
JOAN  enters  from  the  bade,  carrying 
buckets  of  water.) 

Joan.  Why,  how  now,  masters! — would  you  rob 
me  of  my  young  lambs,  sheltered  here  ?  Why  ye 
are  as  fearful  plunderers  as  the  English ! 

Eai.  It  is  one  of  these  plunderers  we  seek, — this 
Englishman. 

Joan.  You  seek  him  here  ? 

Eai.  Pardon,  dear  girl.  It  would  be  mine  t< 
guard  you  and  yours  from  wrong,  but  Colbert  has 
Been  him. 

Joan.  Seen  him! 

Col.  Aye,  last  night— let's  search.  Down  with 
the  door  1 


Joan.  Stay,  friends,  that  is  my  charge.    It  is  not 
.y  will  that  you  shall  entsr  there  I 

Col.  What,  would  you  save  ? 

Joan.  I  will  guard  my  own  commit  bed  trust,  and 

can  do  so  without  your  aid. 

Col.  Will  you  tell  us  then  ?  Do  you  know  any- 
hing? 

Eat.  Nay,  tax  her  not  with  such  foul  treason ! 
_he  harbour  an  Englishman!  why,  a  maiden  of 
Trance  would  as  soon  shelter  a  wolf  in  her  lamb- 
old  !  And  do  you  suspect  her  ?  her  whose  prayers 
and  hopes  have  cheered  you  when  all  else  was 
error  ?  You  have  the  key,  Joan  ? 

Joan.  I  have! 

Eai.  And  you  know  all  that  is  within  ? 

Joan.  I  do ! 

Col.  She  may  be  mistaken — I  will  go  on ! 

Gra.  Down  with  the  door  if  she  will  not  open 
t. 

Eat.  Mark  ye,  my  masters,  if  you  dream  of  force 
against  her,  you  have  me  to  encounter.  You  don't 
expect  me  to  stand  by  and  see  the  girl  I  adore  ill- 
;reated,  because  you  suspect  that  an  Englishman 
las  glided  like  a  spirit  through  the  keyhole? 
Why,  has  she  not  the  key  ?  has  she  not  told  you  ? 
Come,  come,  women  have  wilful  ways !  If  you  had 
asked  her,  she  would  have  let  you  pass ;  but  now- 
well — well — away  with  you,  and  we'll  make  better 
search  for  this  spirit.  (He  gets  them  away  a  little.) 
Joan,  you  are  not  anger'd  with  me  ? 

Joan.  Oh,  no,  no,  you  are  ever  kind— ever— 
Raimond. 

Eai.  Bless  you  for  that  smile,  they  shall  not  vex 
you.  Come  this  way,  Colbert,  come,  Gravelle,  let 
us  away  to  the  road,  and  watch ;  he  cannot  escape 
if  we  post  ourselves  upon  the  hillock,  I  warrant  me. 
Forgive  me,  Joan,  good  even. 

{Exit  with  Gravelle  and  Colbert  n. 
Joan.  Frank,  noble  Raimond !  Indeed,  you  merit 
all  the  love  'tis  woman's  to  bestow ;  but  my  heart 
can  never  be  for  thee.  It  is  given  entirely— fatally ! 
Till  I  saw  Lionel,  I  thought  only  on  the  wrongs 
of  my  poor  country,  they  were  my  nightly  dream, 
my  daily  vision!  Ah,  is  it  a  wonder  that  they 
should  be  so?  is  not  the  reality  around  me  in 
every  horror  war  can  perpetrate  ?  France,  have  I 
not  prayed  for  thee  ?  Peace,  have  I  not  wept  for 
thee?  And  yet— he!— Oh,  does  not  mercy  point 
the  road  to  peace  ?  Is  it  not  vengeance  that 
desolates  our  country?  They  are  gone!— No  one 
sees! — He  must  be  gone  too! — begone,  for  ever! 
and  I  must  send  him  hence !  It  must  be !  (Opens 
the  door.)  Lionel,  come  forth,  Lionel! 

Enter  LIONEL  fromthe  stable,  L.,  his  appearance  is 
somewhat  worn  and  haggard. 

Alas !  alas !  to  part  with  thea  r.pw,  when  thou 
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need'st  more  tending  yet.  I  hoped  to  see  full 
health  glow  on  thy  cheek  again,  and  thanks 
sparkle  from  unclouded  eyes ;  but  we  must  do  our 
duty  without  the  grxidging  hope  of  reward.  Your 
hiding  is  at  length  discovered,  you  must  instantly 
begone ! 

Lion.  Be  not  unmindful  of  your  reward  !  Dear, 
generous  girl,  name  what  reward  an  English  noble 
can  pay,  and  it  is  yours  j  earned,  not  given.  Have 
you  not  saved  my  life  at  the  peril  of  your  own, 
tended  me  many,  many  days,  with  hourly  care, 
healed  the  wounds  that  no  less  than  woman's  pity 
could  have  staid  from  being  mortal  to  me  ?  Name 
the  worth  of  an  earldom. 

Jean.  An  earldom !  No,  go,  and  show  like  mercy 
to  my  countrymen. 

Lion.  I  am  the  sworn  soldier  of  my  King! 

Joan.  And  I  should  be  your  foe  !  but  we  will  not 
dispute  this.  Be  merciful,  Lionel,  if  you  think 
you  owe  me  aught.  It  is  all  that  I  may  ask  of 
you ;  for  you  must  begone  now,  they  are  searching 
for  you,  and  their  revenge  is  not  satisfied  with 
death ;  the  road  is  clear  if  you  pass  yonder,  they 
have  not  thought  of  that;  hate  thinks  not  so 
keenly  as— as  friendship !  Go  at  once  ! 

Lion.  Even  thus  ?  almost  without  a  word?  If 
it  must  be,  farewell,  yet  remember,  Joan,  that 
should  the  English  ever  offer  harm  to  you  or 
yours,  call  on  the  name  of  Lionel,  demand  of  them 
to  see  me  if  I  were  at  my  prayers !  and  you  shall 
find  that  for  your  sake  I  can  and  will  save  ! 

Joan.  You  are  yet  weak  ? 

Lion.  Strong  enough  to  make  an  effort  for 
safety.  Joan,  heaven  send  the  day  that  I  may 
show  thee  that  English  hearts  are  grateful ! 

[Exit  B. 

Joan.  I  have  been  very  weak !  yet  could  I  watch 
by  him,  could  I  sit  there  and  see  the  life  return 
and  know  I  gave  it — know  too  that  it  might  cost 
my  own  ?  Hear  the  faint  murmur  of  his  thanks  in 
fevered  sleep— be  all  to  him,  friend,  nurse,  defender 
— could  I  do  this  and  not  love  ?  But  he  is  gone ! 
He  has  passed  safely! — they  do  not  see  him!  No, 
he  is  gone!— he  is  safe! — Oh,  heaven,  have  I 
deserved  to  be  thus  miserable  ?  Can  I  not  rejoice 
that  he  is  safe  ?  Oh,  he  is  gone  for  ever  !  But  he 
is  safe  !  I  will  be ! — I  am — I  am  happy  !  I  had 
forgotten  my  task. 

(Goes    c.    to    tal;e  up  her  buckets  but 
stand's  listlessly  by  them.) 

Enter  THIBAUT,  E.  bearing  MADELON,  her  hair 

is  dishevelled  and  her  dress  bloodstained1. 

T7ii.  (c.)  Joan,  Joan,  art  deaf  or  idiot!  Look  to 
thy  sister! 

Joan.  (Starting  on  seeing  her.)  Madelon! 

TTii.  Does  she  breathe  still,  or  have  they  slain 
her  too  ? 

Joan.  No,  no,  father  she  lives!  Madelon,  my 
Madelon!  Who  has  done  this  ? 

Thi.  The  English !  need  you  ask  ?  She  is  not 
dead! 

Joan.  No,  no !     The  English  ! 

TTii.  Poor  wretch!  perhaps  'twere  better  she 
were  dead.  It  would  be  better  all  of  us  were  dead ! 
that  something  universal  as  the  deluge  should 
sweep  us  all  away,  than  thus  to  die  daily  with 
those  around  us.  He  is  murdered ! 

Joan.  He,  father!— Who? 

Thi.  Her  husband  !  hers,  your  sister's  husband  ! 
One  that  I've  called  son— your  brother!  They 
have  murdered  him ! 


Joan.  They? 

Thi.  Would  you  ask  again— the  invaders  t  It  is 
her  husband's  blood  that  she  is  dyed  with. 

Joan.  Heaven  have  mercy ! 

Thi.  Mercy !  Call  aloud  for  curses,  girl,  for  they 
are  now  our  only  prayers  :  for  deepest  curses,  the 
blighting  lightning,  and  the  storm  of  fire,  earth- 
quake, and  pestilence,  and  worse  than  all,  man's 
cruelty  ;  let's  pray  that  they  may  fall  on  them ; 
and  all  that  love  them,  that  they  love 

Joan.  Madelon! 

Thi.  Do  not  wake  her — bear  her  in !  Here,  you, 
Louise !  Louise,  I  say ;  is  she  lost  too  ?  Louise ! 

Enter  LOUISE. 

Look  here,  and  don't  stand  wondering,  like  Joan, 
but  bear  in  Madelon!  (To  Joan.)  Don't  touch 
her,  since  you're  grown  so  dull,  Louise  shall  tend 
her,  do  you  hear  ?  Leave  her  alone. 

LOUISE  bears  in  MADELON.    Joan  stands  with 
her  hands  clasped  and  her  eyes  raised  to  Heaven,  c. 

Aye,  you  were  wont  in  dreams  to  pray  for  France, 
And  to  see  hope  in  visions— idle,  weak  thing, 
Cannot  you   curse  ?      Cannot  you  call  for   ven- 
geance ? 

Dull  dreamer !     Hear,  and  rise  with  me  to  curses ! 
Marauding  soldiers,  hunting  for  their  chief, 
Beheld  her  beauty — do  you  wish  to  hear 
From  me,  her  father,  what  it  shames  a  man 
To  speak  ?    They  seized  on  her,  Poor  Claude  came 

up, 
They  slew  him !   and  his  last  groan  was  pour'd 

forth 

For  his  wife's  shame — his  wife,  your  sister,  Joan! 
Can  you  not  curse  ?  (Looks  at  her  tenderly.)  Girl, 

girl,  how  deadly  pale ! 
And  you  weep  now.      Joan,  I  have  wronged  yon, 

Joan! 

Oh,    Joan!    my  children,    Joan!      my    son    and 
daughter ! 

(They  sin/;  into  each  other's  arms,  after 

a  moment  he  starts  up.) 
Will  you  not  curse  with  me  ? 
Joan.  Heaven!  heaven!  have  pity! 

Enter  BAIMOND,  B.,  his  sword  drawn,  and  Heed- 
ing. 

Rai.  They  have  escaped ! 

Thi.  Why  need  you  tell  me  that  ? 
All  who  do  evil  'scape,  the  innocent  fall 
Like  leaves  in  autumn 

Joan.  Father! 

Thi.  Silence,  Joan ! 

Anguish  must  howl,  or  burst  the  heart  that  holds 
it. 

Eai.  We  clave  down  two  of  them,  the  rest  wer< 

yielding, 

When  the  pale  man,  that  Colbert  saw  last  night, 
Came  up  with  us,  he  snatched  a  sword  from  one, 
Held  us  at  bay,  and  made  good  their  retreat. 
While  as  they  went  they  shouted  "  Lionel !" 

Joan.  (B.)  Lionel! 

Rai.  Lionel !  the  man  we  sought. 

Joan.    He   sav'd   them— sav'd   the   murderers 
Lionel ! 

Rai.  Aye! 

Thi.  He  sav'd  them  I  sav'd  them,  Joan ! 
Can  you  not  hate?     Can  you  not  call  for  ven 

geance 
On  him  ? 


JOAN 

Joan.  Forgive  nie,  and  forbear  me,  father  ! 
I  am  not  unduteous — I  am  not  dull ! 
I  am  not  unfeeling — I  am  not,  my  father ! 
Let  me  to  Agnes's  shrine  ! 

Tlii-  (L.)  To  dream  anew! 

Joan.  Father !  It  is  not  always  by  the  strong 
The  victory  comes.    I  know  not  what  I  am  ! 
Impulses  rise  within  me — new  and  strange, 
And  uncontrollable.    Father,  dear  father ! 
'Tis  not  that  my  brain's  wrcck'd,  for  never  held  it 
So  much  of  thought.    I  know  my  duty,  father ! 
I    can   breathe   prayers,    and   they    are   for  my 

country — 

Alone  for  it !    I  have  no  other  thought, 
I  can  hope  the  destruction  of  the  spoiler, 
And  yet  it  scarcely  seems  a  mortal  hope. 
I  feel  a  minister  of  solemn  wrath. 
In  my  poor  sister's  fate,  and  iu  Claude's  death, 
And  in  your  agony  I  see  all  France, 
For  thousands  weep,  as  we  are  weeping,  father  1 
I  will  not  curse !     I  will  strive  not  to  feel ! 
But  I  will  pray  to  smite  I 

(She  is  going,  L.) 

Rai.  She  goes  to  the  shrine. 

Joan.  (.Returns,  R.,  and  kneels.)  Bless,  me,  my 

father !  do  not  think  me  wayward ! 
Oh,  love  me,  father !    What  are  home  and  country 
But  kindred's  love,  and  parent's  fondness — bless 

me! 

For  these  are  France  to  me,  although  they  bid  me 
Devote  myself  for  France ;  and  do  not  doubt  me, 
For  the  strong  suffering  strikes  out  strong  deeds, 
As  the  hard  trampling  of  the  barbed  horse 
Beats  fire  from  dullest  stones.    I  suffer,  father ! 
And  I  will  do ! — bless  me  ! 

Thi.  I  bless  thee,  Joan ! 

(Music. — She  rises  and  goes  steadily  to- 
wards St.  Agnes's  shrine,  L.,  Thibaut 
and  Raimond  go  silently  into  the 
house,  K.) 

SCENE  II.— The  Ruined  Chapel  of  St.  Agnes- 
Moonlight.  At  the  back  of  the  scene  a  large 
window  is  left  standing;  on  the  pillars,  and  the 
statue  of  St.  Agnes  on  the  L.,  the  light  falls  vividly, 
a  broken  flat  tomb,  R.,  in  front. 

JOAN  enters  at  the  L.  tr.  E.,  and  gradually  comes 
forward. 

Joan.  I  us'd  to  find  peace  here — 'tis  fled  from 

all, 

The  world  is  one  wide  wreck !    I  will  not  think 
Of  what  has  been.    I  have  lov'd  I  and  he  I  loved 
Abets  my  brother's  murder! — Guards  the  spoilers 
Of  my  own  sister.    I  am  an  accomplice 
In  all !     I  spar'd !— I  sav'd  him !    There  are  things 
To  show  whom  mercy  is  a  wicked  cruelty — 
The  snake,  the  wolf,  the  man  who  trades  in  blood, 
There's  but  one  word  for  "Kill!"  they  but  tempt 

heav'n 

Who  spare  them.    There  are  spectres  in  my  eyes, 
That  will  not  leave  them.    Darkness,  or  the  light, 
Open,  or  closed,  there  is  the  bleeding  Claude, 
And  there  the  pale,  shani'd,  silent  Madelon. 
How  can  I  sear  this  horror  from  my  heart  ? 
What  offering  of  life,  or  more  than  life, 
Can  pluck  the  guilt  out  ?    Oh,  that  by  this  hand, 
Weak,  but  devoted  by  my  soul,  the  sword 
Of  vengeance  and  protection  might  be  wielded 
To  guard  the  future,  and  revenge  the  past, 
How  gladly  would  I  grasp  on  martyrdom, 
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And  own  no  thought,  no  hope,  no  pain,  no  fear, 
But  for  my  righteous  task.    Oh,  that  my  will 
Could  pluck  down  power,  though  it  crushed  my- 
self, 
To  exterminate  the  invaders  ! 

(Joan  returns  to  c. — A  very  low,  sweet 

organ  peal  is  heard.) 
Strange !  and  yet 

I  have  dreamed  so  sometimes,  when  I  could  scarce 
Distinguish  truth  from  f-ancy. 

(It  swells  and  then  dies  away,) 
Is  it  gone  ? 
I  could  weep  for  it,  'twas  so  beautiful ! 

(She  kneels  before  the  statue.) 
Oh,  do  not  leave  me,  holy,  happy  thoughts 
Which  these  sounds  brought  to  me.     Here  have  I 

knelt 

Before,  and  found  sweet  answers  to  my  prayer ; 
Be  gracious,  holy  Agnes,  to  me  now. 

(She  falls  asleep — the  moon  becomes 
obscured.  A  voice  is  heard  from,  the 
statue.) 

Voice.  Maiden,  the  prayer  thou  hast  preferred 
Is  by  supernal  powers  heard ; 
I  can  thy  inmost  wishes  see, 
Thy  thoughts  shall  answer  be  to  me. 
Thou  shalt  have  all  that  thou  dost  ask, 
If  thou  dar'st  accept  the  task ; 
Devoting  all  thou  hast  and  art, 
Even  the  weakness  of  thy  heart. 
High  spirits  wait  on  thy  command, 
All  power  is  thine  to  save  the  laud ; 
But  if  for  thine  own  selfish  ends, 
Thou  usest  that  which  heaven  lends ; 
Thy  glory  shall  depart,  thy  soul 
Fall  under  evil  powers'  control ; 
Thy  country  perish  in  the  strife, 
Unless  'tis  ransom' d  with  thy  life. 

(A  few  sustained  notes  on  the  organ.) 
I  read  thy  heart — the  means  behold ! 

(The  archedwindow  becomes  transparent, 
and  behind  it  is  presented  a  Tableau 
Vivantof  the  King's  court,  with  Joan 
led  in  by  Dunois.) 

CHORUS,  invisible. 

Maiden !  fear  not  1  the  bravest  knight  shall  bring 
Thee  and  thy  cause  before  thy  country's  king. 

(The  tableau  dissolves.) 

Voice.  Thy  arms,  the  banner  thou'lt  unfold, 
Shall  to  thy  sight  now  present  be  ; 
The  sword,  which  pictur'd  thou  wilt  see 
Command  be  taken  from  a  cell, 
In  which  the  mouldering  buried  dwell, 
Beneath  St.  Katharine'g  altar  stone, 
Nor  shall  the  sword  be  there  alone. 
As  tokens  they  to  thee  are  given, 
Thy  country's  fetters  shall  be  riven, 
And  every  friend  and  every  foe, 
Thee  for  her  great  avenger  know. 
See  Orleans,  Charles's  hope  and  tower, 
From  England  rescued  by  thy  power. 

(The  second  tableau.    Joan  onhercoa*. 

black   horse  before  the  burning  fort 

raised  against  Orleans.) 

CHORUS. 
Hail  to  thee,  maiden.     Hail! 

These  shall  thy  triumphs  be. 
Hail  to  thee,  maiden.    Hailt 

All  shall  thy  glory  see. 
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Statue.  Now  to  thy  grateful  country's  praise, 
Maiden,  thy  rapt  senses  raise  1 
Behold  the  holiest  festival ; 
The  land  redeem'd  from  foreign  thrall 
Bv  thee :  behold  thy  great  reward, 
Chosen  upon  her  sovereign  lord 
To  place  the  French  imperial  crown. 
Behold  and  joy  the  unmatched  renown. 

(Third    Tableau.     The   coronation    of 

Charles  by  Joan  in  the  Cathedral  of 

Rheims.) 

CHORUS,  invisible. 

Maiden,  behold  thy  native  country  free! 

Next  Heaven,  thy  king  shall  hold  his  crown  from  thee. 

(The  chorus  dies  away.  The  tableau 
dissolves,  the  organ  peal  is  heard  while 
the  moon  shines  out  upon  the  pillars 
and  statue,  and  all  resumes  the  appear- 
ance of  the  scene  as  at  its  opening.) 
Joan  (Rushing  from  her  sleeep.)  I  accept,  I  claim 

the  task !     'Twas  no  mere  dream ! 
I  feel  the  strong  assurance  in  my  soul— 
I  am  not  as  I  was— the  immortal  sights 
Have  made  me  part  of  them !     Spirits  of  the  slain, 
Rejoice  ye,  for  I  come  in  vengeance  arm'd 
With  power  to  chase  your  murderers  from   the 

land. 

The  glow  of  battle  circles  in  my  veins, 
Eternal  Heavens !     I  am  your  instrument ! 
Up  France  and  strike — I  bring  deliverance ! 

[Earit,  L. 

SCENE  III.— The  hall  of  the  Monastery  of  Fierboys. 
An  arch,  through  which  is  seen  the  church  of  St. 
Katharine,  anoble,  cathedral-like  structure,  nearly 
filling  the  space.  Banners  of  France,  suits  of  ar- 
mour, &c.,  hanging  on  the  walls,  within  the  arch, 
indicate  a  royal  residence  near  the  seat  of  war. 

Enter  MONTFORT.    ARNAUD  meets  him,  R. 

Mont.  Where  is  the  King  ? 
Arn.  He  is  dismounting. 
Mont.  Thanks. 
Will  he  come  hither  ? 
Arn.  Yes,  he'll  pass  this  hall. 
Mont.  He  must  not  pass  till  I  have  speech  with 
him. 

Attendants  enter  R.  and  L.  and  range  themselves,  then 
Charles's  officers,  from  the  arch,  R.,  lastly  the 
KING,  with  LA  HIRE,  ABBOT,  &c. 

Charles.   Tell  me  more,  La  Hire,  mine  ears  are 

drunken. 

With  the  bad  tidings.    Henry  crown'd  in  Paris ! 
My  cousin  Burgundy,  the  crown's  first  vassal, 
Desert  me  in  my  need ! 

La  Hire.  That's  scarce  the  worst ! 
Yoiir  mother,  sire,  the  Queen. 

Charles.  She,  too,  repels  me ! 

La  Hire.  With  open  mocks  against  you,  I  beheld 

her 
Seat  your  young  rival  on  your  throne ! 

Charles.  No  more ! 

Even  nature  war  against  us  in  the  breast, 
That  cradled  our  young  life.    The  hate  she  bore 
My  father,  now  with  more  unnatural  aim 
Strikes  me,  his  son  and  hers ! 

Mont.  Sire,  grant  me  speech  with  you. 
I  come  from  Orleans. 

Charles,  Orleans ! 


Mont.  (Kneeling,  L.)  Send  us  succour. 
jVe  crave  it,  sire,  as  men  in  our  extremity. 
"t  is  by  miracle  I've  passed  the  walls. 
3uilt  by  the  English  to  encircle  us ; 
Vhich  have  long  barr'd  us  both  from  help  and 

food, 

So  that  if  hearts  be  firm  while  yet  they  beat, 
Jy  very  famine  must  the  English  conquer, 
?or  our  gaunt  warriors  drop  down  in  the  streets, 
And  all  that  we  can  do  to  hold  the  town, 
s  that  the  English  find  us  dead  within  it. 

Charles.  Mother  of  mercy,  this  is  pitiful ! 
Orleans!  the  best   stay  of   my  cause!    Where's 

Xantrailles  ? 

3an  he  not  beat  them  back  ? 
Mont.  He's  dead,  my  liege  ! 
Charles.  Aye,  brave  men  ever  snatch  the  shield 

of  death, 

To  cover  them  from  shame.     Would  I  could  die 
To  save  my  people,  or  forget  their  wrongs. 
\Iy  all  upon  this  chance !     Where  are  my  Scotch, 
The  brave  Earl  Douglass  and  his  followers  ? 

Arn.  My  liege,  his  bands  have  mutinied  for  pay, 
And  the  brave  Earl  is  powerless  to  help  you. 
Charles.   Shall  I  not  find  men  even  10  see  me 

die? 

You  hear  your  answer. 
Mont.  We  must  yield  the  town ! 

(He  retires  slou-ly.) 
Charles.   And  so  I  yield  my  kingdom.    I'll  not 

ask 
3f  them,  or  any  to  shed  more  blood  for  me. 

(Takes  off  his  crown.) 

Here  is  my  crown,  the  last  wealth  I  have  left, 
I  have  no  longer  need  of  such  a  bauble, 
Part  here  among  you  gold  and  gems,  and  so 
I  have  given  all.     Dunois  ! 

(Seeing  him.) 
Enter  DUNOIS,  L.  c. 

Dun.  My  gracious  liege  ! 

Charles.  Strange !  you  speak  cheerly !  Welcome ! 

cousin,  welcome ! 

Dun.  I  bring  you  tidings  worthy  of  a  welcome. 
A  maid,  commissioned  by  no  earthly  power, 
Demands  that  she  be  brought  before  her  King, 
Herald  of  weal  and  safety  to  the  land. 
Of  terror  and  swift  vengeance  to  its  foes. 

Charles.  We  cannot  jest,  the  realm  is  lost.    Pray 

spare  us  unseasonable  mirth. 
Dun.  Believe  and  triumph ; 
Refuse  and  fall  indeed. 

Charles.  Your  speech  is  earnest, 
What  proof  hath  won  your  credence  ? 

Dun.  I  look'd  on  her. 

And  saw  high  purpose  brightening  on  her  brow, 
Such  as  no  human  mission  ever  bore. 
Already  from  her  looks  have  foeman  fled, 
Herself  unarm'd,  unaided,  and  the  people 
Throng  round  her,  shout  and  call  her  prophetess, 
And  bring  her  hither  with  loud  songs  of  triumph. 
Charles.  If  she  bear  mission  more  than  mortal  to 

us 

She  will  know  to  whom  to  bear  it ;  if  she  err 
The  imposture  is  declared. 

(The  first  chorus  in  the  vision  is  heard. 
The  King  places  La  Hire  upon  a  seat 
which  is  brought  in  by  two  attendants, 
he  then  takes  his  station  in  the  crowd 
of  followers.  Dunois  goes  and  returns 
with  Joan,  R.) 

Joan.  That  sound  speaks  certainty.    It  all  shall 
happen 
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A.S  it  hath  been  foretold.  (Sees  La  Hire.)  Dare  you 

sit  there  ? 

To  mock  the  solemn  embassy  I  bear  ? 
Dare  you  encounter  all  the  wrath  I  bring  ? 

(La  Hire  involuntarily  rises,  and  quits 

the  place.) 

To  vindicate  my  mission  ?    King !  your  throne  ! 
Nor  meet  with  idle  dalliance  the  fate 
That  speaks  to  yon  in  me  ?    Put  on  your  crown, 
For  crowned  I  beheld  you. 

(The  King  replacing  his  crown,  resumes 
his  seat,  and  then  all  arranging  them- 
selves in  a  very  different  manner  from 
be/ore,  form  the  first  Tableau  of  the 
vision.  Joan  Icneels  at  the  King's 
feet.) 

King !  all  hail !  (General  acclamation.) 

Dun.  Most  happy  omen! 
Charles.  You  have  seen  me  then  ? 
Joau.  I've  never  left  till  now  my  native  fields 
Where  you  have  never  been,  at  Dom  Remi, 
Yet  have  I  seen  you ;  and  to  look  upon  you 
Assures  me  of  the  truth  of  all  to  come. 
Charles.  What  art  thou  ? 
Joa7i.  But  an  humble  village  girl 
That  liv'd  by  tending  on  my  father's  sheep. 
Abbot.    Can  such  a    one    work    wonders,    and 

restore 
With  power  supernal  the  estate  of  France  ? 

Joan.  Lord  Abbot,  you   should  know  that  oft 

humility 
Is  chosen  to  confound  the  proud. 

Abbot.  If  so 

Give  us  a  sign  and  proof  of  such  high  calling. 
Joan.  Look  round  you.    See,  the  land  is  deso- 
late; 

Fire  and  the  sword  make  earth  the  reign  of  hell ! 
Need  you  another  sign  ? 

Abbot.  For  the  pretence 
Of  inspiration. 

Joan.  The  pretence :  Lord  Abbot ! 
I  came  as  doth  the  fresh  wind,  when  the  pesti- 
lence 

Stagnates  all  life  ;  to  do  the  high  behests, 
Which  are  my  nature,  and  which  are  no  more 
My  own  will,  than  that  wind's,  when  it  restores 
Health  to  the  sick.    I  come  with  no  pretence 
But  my  devotion  to  my  task. 

Charles.  She  answers 
Firmly. 

Dun.  And  truly. 
Joan.  Pause  you  yet  for  signs  ? 
Are  they  not  in  your  hearts  and  sufferings  ? 
Is  there  one  here  whose  blood  cries  not  on  murder 
Of  some  dear  friend,  of  parent  or  of  child  ? 
And  he  is  happy  if  the  butchery 
Hath    struck   no  deeper  ?     Are  these  bloods  so 

tame, 

That  all  the  shames  your  sisters,  children,  wives 
Have  snffer'd,  dooming  them  to  living  death, 
Will  let  you  pause,  and  calmly  ask  for  signs  ? 
Such  murder  have  I  seen,  and  such  worse  cruelty 
And  I,  a  woman,  sate  not  tamely  down 
To  wring  my  hands,  but  pray'd  and  arm'd  for  ven- 
geance, 

Wrestled  with  wishes,  till  my  hopes  were  signs, 
My  miseries  signs,  anguish'd  remorse  a  sign, 
And  all  the  agonies  that  man  appeals  with, 
To  heaven,  the  cry  of  blood,  unerring  signs 
That  vengeance  should  be  granted ! 
Dun.  Wherefore  pause  we  ? 


Joan.  Yon  are  wise  to  palter,  when  yon  sta'ke  s» 

deeply ! 

Nobles  of  France,  which  of  you  hath  a  rood 
Of  land,  or  a  poor  vassal,  if  the  English 
Strike  bnt  another  blow  ?    Are  ye  not  beaten 
Till  even  honour  turns  her  back  on  you, 
And  cries  "  Shame,"  to  the  chivalry  of  France  ? 
Ask  of  your  fathers'  bones  within  their  tombs 
A  sign  !  and  the  grim  spectres  shall  rise  up 
And  shout  to  you  "  Your  house's  infamy," 
Where  not  a  man  unbeaten,  or  a  maid 
Unstain'd,  survives  to  bear  that  house's  name. 
Yes,  Knights  of  France,  you've  time  to  pause  for 
signs! 

Dun.  My  liege — my  friends  I 

Arn.  For  France !  let  our  swords  answer ! 

Joan.  (Kneels.)  King!  by  the  glory  of  thy  crowr, 

cast  down 

And  trampled  on  the  earth,  by  all  the  mockeries 
That  now  await  thee  from  insulting  foes, 
By  thy  cold  life  imprisonment  they  doom  thee — 
By  the  long  line  extinguished  and  forgotten — 
By  all  the  curses  which  thy  people  pour 
On  him  who  swore  to  guard  them,  yet  betrays 

them, 

And  as  thou'lt  answer  to  the  highest  crown — 
In  heaven's  and  thy  country's  cause,  send  forth 
Her  sons  to  victory ! 

All.  To  victory ! 

(All  strike  their  swords  on  their  shields.) 

Joan,  (c.)  Hear — hear  ye  that !  ye  who  demand 

a  sign, 

Look  on  each  eye,  behold  each  swelling  breast — 
List  to  the  thrilling  shout,  and  take  the  deeds 
That  wait  on  such  inspirings  for  your  sign  1 

Charles.  Take  thou  this  sword,  the  constable  of 

France 

Resign'd  it  but  this  morn — and  now  I  place  it 
In  thy  more  worthy  hand. 

Joan.  Not  so,  my  liege  ! 

Go  to  St.  Katharine's  church — dig  up  the  stone 
Before  the  altar,  thence  bring  sword  and  armour, 
On  the  sword  blade  three  flenr-de-lys  are  graven ; 
These  only  must  I  bear ! 

Abbot.  That  altar  stone 
This  morning  hath  been  mov'd — the  arms  there 

found 

Are  here  by  my  command.    Maiden,  go  forth 
And  conquer,  for  thou  speakest  truth. 

(The  sword  and  armour  are  brought  by 
his  attendants  to  ?iev.) 

Joan.  Enough. 

Who  here  will  bear  a  letter  to  the  citizens 
Of  Orleans,  that  when  they  behold  our  banner 
And  hear  our  onset  cry,  they  sally  forth. 

(Eaimond  advances  from  the  throng.) 
Thou! 

Eai.    (L.  c.)   I !    I  came  to  follow  all  thy  for- 
tunes 
Though  I  may  not  partake  them. 

Joan.  (R.  c.)  Thou ! — Yet  be  it  so — 
The  best,  and  thou  art  one— are  sacrifices 
Fit  for  our  freedom's  altar.    By  the  letter 
Written  and  given  to  him.    'Tis  thy  life 
Thou  put'st  in  peril. 

Rai.  I  know  well  its  danger— 
I  am  prepared,  even  were  the  worst  assured. 

Joan.  Such  are  the  hearts  we  want,  for  where 

such  are, 

Freedom  and  peace,  glory,  security, 
Never  desert  the  land.    Give  me  my  arms, 
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Then  all  that  love  their  land,  their  king,  their 

homes, 

Follow  to  Orleans !     Follow  me,  and  torn  not, 
Till  you  behold  me  turn  !— Follow  to  Orleans ! 

(Chorus. — The  white  banner  described  in 
the  second  vision  is  brought.  Joan 
receives  it  with  recognition  and  re- 
verence, she  waves  it,  and  all  rush  off 
following  her,  c.) 

SCENE  IV.— The  ground  between  Orleans  and  the 
English  lines.  On  the  right  extending  into  the  half 
distance  a  section  of  the  wall,  erected  by  the  be- 
siegers, and  strengthened  by  forts  at  intervals;  On 
the  left  the  gates  of  the  town.  Over  the  walls  on  the 
right  are  seen  the  English  tents,  and  the  distant 
hills.  The  respective  flags  float  from  the  battle- 
ments. 

Enter  TALBOT  and  LIONEL  E.,  with  English 
troops,  receiving  the  QUEEN,  with  her  attendants 
andforces. 

Tal.  Your  Majesty  is  come  in  happy  time 
To  see  the  town  of  Orleans  rendered  up. 
Safe  are  you  here  some  minutes  by  the  truce, 
But  when  the  bell  tolls  for  the  even  song1, 
The  dire  assault  of  war  once  more  begins, 
Unless  their  lives  be  yielded  to  our  mercy. 

Isa.  (c.)  You  know  what  mercy,  lords,  to  show 

to  traitors, 

Let  them  ask  mercy  of  your  soldiery, 
Smarting  with  wounds,  and  heated  by  their  toil, 
And  let  their  wrath  reply. 

Lion.  Madam,  in  pity — 

Isa.  (E.)  Pity!   but  you  are  young  and  beard- 
less boys, 
Have  thoughts  like  smooth-cheeked  maidens. 

Lion.  Gracious  madam, 
My  sword  hath  not  been  wielded  to  deserve 
A  taunt. 

Isa.  Then  let  your  heart  be  tempered  like  it. 

Tal.   Rouen  and  Caen,  and  many  a  town  have 

felt, 

That  vengeance  stays  not  while  it  finds  a  foe 
Alive  to  suffer,  and  so  perish  all 
Within  this  Orleans ! 

Isa.  All  the  town  shall  be 

Their  charnel-house,  and  our  hate's  monument, 
Nor  can  the  poor  slaves  satisfy  the  loathing, 
My  son  inherits  from  the  idiot  father, 
Into  whose  arms  my  treacherous  fortune  thrust 

me, 
Open  yon  gate.    (The  Fort.)   Shew  ye  the  deeds  of 

men, 
Or  I'll  return  and  shame  yon  with  a  woman's 

Tal.  Double  the  sentinels,  that  not  one  chance 
Of  an  escape  be  left  them.    I'll  not  spare 
A  man  of  them. 

(Sentinels  are  placed  by  the  English  line. 
Isabel,  Salisbury,  and  all  the  partit 
retire  L.,  to  the  forts,  leaving  Riamond 
who  entered  in  the  Queen's  train.) 

Eai.  The  truce  will  end,  our  friends  will  hope 

less  yield, 
These  watch,  how  can  I  speed  the  letter  ? 

Sent.  Friend, 

To  stay  here  is  a  post  of  danger,  soon 
The  bell  will  toll,  and  then  the  first  are  sure 
To  meet  with  fatal  blows. 

Eai.  A  man  must  do 
His  duty,  and  for  that  he  must  not  care 
What  dangers  wait  on  it. 


Sent.  Well !  take  your  chance. 

Eat.  Are   you   a   marksman?     I  would  wager 

now 

I'd  hit  the  pinnacle  of  yonder  tower. 
Sent.   'Tis  truce,  you  must  not  shoot  into  the 

town, 

Soon  you'll  have  need  enough  for  all  your  arrows. 
Eai.    Only  in  sport.     This  arrow's  blunt,  look 
here.  (Fires.) 

['ve  miss'd.    I'll  try  again. 
Sent.  (Turning  on  his  beat.)   Peace!  Thoughtless 

boy, 

E^o  more  of  this  ;  you  must  learn  discipline. 
Eai.  Now  for  the  letter  ?    (Fixes  it  on  his  arrow. 

Speed !    Thou  hope  of  France ! 
Sent.  I  bid  thee  not  to  shoot. 
2nd  Sent.    (From  the  English  walls.)  He  fixed  a 

paper, 

To  his  last  arrow.    I'll  call  up  the  captains, 
This  is  a  traitor. 

(Disappears  from  the  wall.) 
Sent.  Ha !  is  that  the  sport  ? 
You'll  yield  your  life  still  sooner  than  I  thought. 

Eai.  Why,  now,  I  cannot  yield  my  life  too  soon, 
For  its  last  use  is  sped. 

TALBOT,  LIONEL,  and  some  English  re-enter,  E. 

Tal.  A  spy !  an  emissary  !  how  now,  sirrah ! 
How  came  you,  hither  ? 

Eai.  With  the  Queen ! 

Tal.  The  Queen, 
Where  are  her  captains  ?     Say  what  leader  knows 

thee. 
Whom  dost  thou  serve  ?    Speak ! 

Eai.  France. 

2nd.  Sent.  I  saw  him  fix 
A  letter  to  his  arrow,  which  he  shot 
Yonder  into  the  town. 

Tal.  Thou  art  a  traitor, 
Thou  did'st  not  shoot  him  dead  e'er  he  conld  fire 

it, 

Sirrah,  we'll  place  thee  as  a  mark  against 
Yon  walls,  and  many  a  wound  shall  bring  thee  tor- 
ment, 

Ere  death  release  thee,  if  thou  tell  us  not, 
All  thou  hast  done,  and  wherefore,  and  the  tidings 
Thou'st  sped  into  the  town. 

Eai.  Lead  me  to  death — 
Or  to  tlie  torture  that  may  make  me  hope  it, 
And  be  my  sufferings  the  first  sacrifice 
For  my  regenerate  country.     Know  I've  sped 
Intelligence  of  vengeance  swift  and  terrible, 
Ready  to  burst  on  tyrants.     (Thwnder.)     Listen, 

lord, 

To  this  type  of  an  iron  storm,    Ah,  love ! 
I  perish  for  thee  gladly  !    France,  farewell ! 
Thou  wilt  be  happy,  but  thou  hast  no  joy 
For  me  to  share— 'tis  fit  that  I  should  die. 
Lead  on ! 

Lion.  Poor  youth ! 

Eai.  Your  queen,  your  friends  will  mock  you 
And  I  ask  not  compassion.     I  would  cast 
Burthensome  life  away,  and  you  make  death 
A  triumph.     On!  (Bell  tolls.) 

Tal.  To  arms  !  the  truce  is  ended ! 
Sound  parley  to  the  walls. 

(Trumpet  sounds,    Citizens   appear  in 
armour  on  the  wall.) 

Now  yield  ye,  villains, 

To  your  liege  lord,  and  proffer  him  your  lives, 

Or  perish  in  the  assault  ye  cannot  stem. 
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Citizen.  We  will  not  yield,  famine  or  sword  may 

slay  us, 
But  we'll  die  true  to  France,  and  to  our  king. 

Tal.  Behold  the  fate  that  waits  on  each  of  you, 
Bind  him,  and  draw  your  bows,  and  show  your 

skill 
To  eke  out  life  in  torments.     (Distant  shouts  to  L.) 

Ho !  to  arms ! 
They    bring  more   Frenchmen     to    our     willing 

swords ! 
(Battle— Second  Tableau  of  Vision.) 

END  OP  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.— The  Interior  of  the  Cathedral  at  Rheims. 
All  the  French  party  attending  on  the  Coronation. 
The  Third  Chorus  is  sung,  then  great  shouts. 

Charles.  (Advancing  c.)  This  is  the  solemn  seal 

of  our  success, 

That  from  the  hand  that  has  won  back  our  king- 
dom ; 

We  shall  receive  its  crown. 
And  now,  look  round  thee, 
Advance!  (To  Thibaut  and  Madclon.)  Behold, 

who  share  thy  honours  with  thee, 
Rejoice  for  them ! 
Joan.  (Throwing  herself  into  Thibaut' s  arms,  R.) 

My  father ! 
TTii.  My  blest  child ! 
Charles.  Blest  be  the  daughter  in  her  father's 

blessing ! 

Next  to  our  royal  house  thy  house  shall  be 
First  in  the  land,  and  on  thy  shield  the  arms 
Of  France  be  borne,  that  henceforth  thy  alliance 
May  add  a  dignity  to  proudest  nobles. 
Choose  thou  a  prince, 
x      Be  he  the  highest,  it  shall  be  his  glory 
To  call  thee  his ! 

Dun.  (K.)  Before  my  king  and  France, 
I  here  proclaim  such  were  my  proudest  honour; 
Nor  for  the  glory  only  do  I  seek  her, 
But  as  the  dearest,  gentlest,  fondest  wish, 
Can  fill  with  happiness  a  brave  man's  heart! 
Joan.  (R.  c.)  It  must  not  be.    Spare  me,  I  am 

unworthy ; 

My  father,  and  my  king,  and  brave  Dunois, 
Pardon  me  all !     Know  when  the  might  was  given 

me, 

By  which  the  land  is  freed,  I  cast  aside 
All  that  could  tempt  me  from  the  sacred  cause 
For   which  my  power  was  given ;    the  weal  of 

France 

Is  my  yow'd,  sole,  and  all  engrossing  hope, 
There  is  no  love  with  which  this  heart  can  beat, 
That  were  not  sin  'gainst  that  heav'n  answer'd 

vow, 

I  am  sworn  to  it ! 
With  me,  death,  sin,  and  love  are  one  ! 

(A  shout  is  lieard  without.) 
That  shout ! 
What  means  it  ? 

Charles.  Are  the  foe  on  us  again  ? 
Joan.  It  struck  upon  my  heart 
With  a  more  fatal  fear. 
Is't  so  ?    Must  we  to  arms  ? 
La  Hire.  (Returning  fro  in  tlie  side.)  'Tis  but  the 

people ! 

Incensed  with  the  long  cruelties  of  war, 
Striving  to  wreak  their  vengeance  on  a  prisoner ! 


Charles.  A  prisoner! 

La  Hire.   It  is  not  well  now  to  contend  with 

them, 

Nor  is  it  safe — their  sufferings  have  earn'd 
The  right  to  slay  him! 

Charles.  Slay!    Who  is  that  prisoner  ? 

La  Hire.  The  one  (to  Joan)  at  Orleans,  whom  your 

mercy  spared 

The  English  leader,  Lionel, 

Joan.  Is't  he  ? 

Do  none  of  you  feel  pity  for  a  youth 
Slain    cowardly  by  the  hands  of  ruffians   hope- 
lessly 
Led  to  the  slaughter  ? 

Dun.  He's  an  Englishman ! 
We  must  not  tempt  the  people. 

Joan.  In  the  church 
Of  heaven,  he    says  this — King,  and  you  brave 

knights, 

Say  you  as  he  does,  or — all  silent !  all ! 
Will  none  go  forth  ? 

Charles.  The  guards  will  do  their  duty. 

Joan.  Have  thy  guards  done  their  duty,  when  to 

save 
Thy  kingdom  was  their  office  ? 

Charles.  Dost  thy  heart 
Tnrn  from  its  office  ?    Thou  has  led  us  on 
With   words    of    vengeance,    thou   hast   told    us 

slaughter 
Became  a  righteous  deed ! 

Joan.  I  did !  I  did ! 
It  was,  it  is  my  office.    Must  this  be  ? 

(Appealing  to  Heaven.    Another  sJiout.) 
How  now  ? 

La  Hire.  They  break  the  prison  gates ! 

Joan.  Merciful  heaven ! 
Do  no  brave  hearts  oppose  them  ? 

La  Hire.  All  are  borne 
Away  in  the  great  tide — the  doors  are  burst ; 

Joan.  They'll  slay  him !  and  I  have  the  pofrer 
To  save !    Will  none  follow  me  f 

Great  shouts — LIONEL  rushes  in  followed  by  COL- 
BERT, G-RAVELLE,  and  the  mob.  whom 
ARNAUD  and  MONTFORT,  endeavow  to  keep 
back.  Joan  interposes  and  stands  be/ore  him. 

Forbear,  you  stand 

Before  your  king! — before  a  greater  power! 

You  are  within  the  church ! 

Col.  He  slew  your  brother  I 
Down  with  him ! 

ATI.  Down  with  him ! 

Joan.  Give  me  your  hand. 
Life,  death,  weal,  woe  eternal,  all  for  thee ! 
King,  thou  hast  given  me  thy  royal  word 
That  whatsoe'er  I  ask  is  mine.    In  recompense. 
Of  all  thou  deemest  worthy  thanks— grant  me 
His  life ! 

Mob.  No,  no,  he  shall  not  live !— Strike !— Down 
with  him ! 

Charles.    Silence!— You  hear  the  people— hear 

the  cry 

Of  blood  that  calls  for  blood  to  answer  it ! 
For  safety  and  for  right  he  must  be  yielded. 

Joan.    Is   there   no  truth,  no    mercy,   justice, 

honour, 

Left  in  thy  heart  great  king !     Here,  Lionel, 
Cling  to  the  altar  rails — Keep  back  from  him  I 
He  is  within  the  sanctuary  of  heaven ! 
Now  cower  ye  whom  fear  alone  can  teach, 
Or  slay  us  both  upon  the  holy  altar. 
King,  shall  the  sacred  oil  that  should  anoint  thee 
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Be  mingled  with  man's  blood  ?      Wilt  tliou  have 

shrieks 

Of  death  ring  where  the  solemn  strain  of  blessing 
Should  peal  ?    Wilt  thon  declare  to  man 
And  heaven,  a  mnrder,  for  thy  reign's  first  act  ? 
Or  shall  a  deed  of  mercy  hallow  thee 
A  monarch,  consecrate  thy  rule  to  peace  ? 

Charles.  If  we  might  spare 

Joan.  Might !  Art  thou  not  a  king  ? 
I  do  not  urge  what  I  have  have  done  to  save 
Thee  and  thy  realm ;  but  if  thou  dost  deny  me 
My  task  is  done.    I  lay  upon  this  altar. 
The  symbols  heaven  has  lent  thee — in  its  name, 
No  more  I  lead  the  bands  to  victory, 
That  know  not  how  to  spare  a  fallen  foe ! 

Charles.  My  people !  You  and  I  owe  all  to  her, 
Let  him  be  spared,  let  him  pass  freely  hence. 
We  must  not  war  with  Heaven ! 

Joan.  Bless  thee,  king ! 
And  blessings  on  ye  all — my  countrymen  ! 
Do  not  your  hearts  feel  blessed  in  this  act  ? 
Cannot  you  now  pour  out  pure  thanks  for  peace 
Restored — upheld  by  mercy !     Take  thy  crown — 
With  it  all  love — Long  live  the  king  ! 

(Chorus. — The  King  is  crowned — the 
groups  forming  Third  Tableau  in 
Vision.) 

SCENE  II.— A  gloomy  Cavern.  The  path  is  indi- 
cated on  the  upper  part  of  the  scene,  B.,  by  a  few 
blighted  shrubs,  on  which  the  camp  fires  reflect; 
further  in  is  seen  a  subterranean  waterfall. 

Enter  ISABEL  and  COLAMBERT,  E. 

Isa.  Deny  me  not — no  word  of  hesitation — 
I  need  thy  aid. 

Col.  Thou  fearless-hearted  woman, 
'Tis  such  as  thou  control  the  powers  of  darkness 
And  make  them  slaves  to  their  brave  purposes. 
Isa.  Summon  some  fiend  to  wreak  my  wrath  on 

her— 

The  prophetess— the  wondrous  maid  of  Orleans ! 
And  he  shall  have  the  worship  of  my  life ; 
And  thou  such  guerdon  as  beseems  a  queen. 

Wizard.    The   maiden  giving    all    to  save    her 

country. 

Without  one  selfish  thought  to  invite  temptation, 
Smiles  at  the  powers  infernal.  Yet  though  it  pierce 

me 

With  all  the  agonies  of  envying  malice — 
Yet  against  hope— I'll  do  thy  bidding,  queen ! 
But  be  prepared  to-  encounter  fearful  wrath, 
From  those  we  summon  vainly. 

(He  collects  weeds  and  makes  a  small  fire 
before  the  waterfall,  into  which  he 
throws  a  powder;  as  the  smoke  passes 
the  waterfall  becomes  illuminated  with 
a  dim,  murky  redness,  and  the  shadow 
of  Joan  appears  in  an  attitude  of 
despair.  Low,  mournful  wild  music.) 

Ha !  is  it  so  ? 

Isa,  What  strange  joy  flashes  in  thine  eyes  ? 

Wizard.  Peace,  peace  I 
8he  thinks  in  sorrow !  if  she  thinks  in  sin, 
Tis  mine  to  know  her  thoughts. 

(He  throws  in  another  powder,  the  shade 

of  Lionel  appears.) 
Her  vow  is  broken 

Within  her  heart  if  not  in  very  deed ! 
Dread  powers !  answer  me  I    Show  me  the  past ! 


I  may  not  ask  the  future,  but  the  past 
Shall  show  me  that. 

(He  throws  in  another  powder.    Joan  is 

seen  rescuing  Lionel.) 
Look,  look !  what  she  hath  done ! 
Against  her  vow  she  hath  saved  her  enemy, 
The  enemy  of  her  land. 

(Joan  gives  him  the  sword;   he  departs 

after  leavetaking,  as  tlwy  speak.) 
And  now,  dost  see 
Isa.  She  gives  a  sword. 
Wizard.  It  is  the  sword  she  bore, 
The  gift  of  miracle.    With  that  she  yields 
The  fortunes  of  your  foes. 
Isa.  Dost  thou  speak  true  ? 
Wizard.  Look  at  her  own  despair !     She  hath 

cast  aside 
Her  glory  and  her  oath. 

(He  throws  in  another  powder,  the  rescue 
of  Lionel  is  seen,  as  in  the  1st  scene, 
but  in  the  same  dim,  gloomy  fireliqht.) 
Queen !  I  wiU  call  the  fiend. 
She  hatb  been  assisted  by  supernal  powers, 
The  heart  of  flesh  betrays  her  now  to  us. 

(Waves  his  hand,  throws  in  fresh  fuel.) 

By  the  evil  in  man's  heart, 
Spirit  come  and  do  thy  part. 
Evil  from  thee  no  space  can  sever, 
Now  obey  to  rule  for  ever. 

Chorus  heard,  invisible. 

Open  the  flaming  portals  wide, 
Go  forth  on  the  lava  tide, 
Go  !  our  blessing  is  a  ban, 
Go  wreak  evil  upon  man  ! 

(Thunder    and    lightning.      The  rock 

bursts  with  noise   and   flame.  The 

BLACK    KNIGHT    with  his  vizor 
closed  appears  before  them.) 

Black  Knight,  (c.)  I  know  my  errand.    Queen, 

I'll  to  thy  leaders. 

Stir  not  to  cross  me.  See  here  is  thy  signet, 
Which  they  obey.  Stir  not  and  she  is  thine, 
And  all  that  follow  her. 

[He  vanishes,  K.  TT.  E. 
Wizard.  Thy  wish  is  granted. 
Isa.  Let  her  be  mine,  and  all  that  thou  canst 

wish 

Shall  be  the  price.    But  whither  goes  that  man  ? 
Wizard.    That    man !     already    he    hath     done 

whate'er 

Is  needed  in  thy  camp.    Already  is  he 
With  her. 

Isa.  With  her !  what  will  he  do  ? 
Wizard.  I  cannot 

Show  thee  the  future,  but  whatever  is 
May  be  before  thee,  see. 

(Throws  powder  on  the  fire.) 
(The  shadows  appear  acting  thelanguage 
spoken,  to  low  melancholy  music.) 

Isa.  The  knight  and  she 

Converse.    Who  is  that  youth  dissuading  her, 
And  watching  with  suspicion  him  you  seat  ? 

Wizard.  It  is  her  lover,  Raimond. 

Isa.  See  she  assents 
To  the  Black  Knight. 

Wizard.  What  ear  could  close  itself 
Against  the  melody  of  his  persuasion, 
He  knows  each  thought  she  owns,  and  answers  it, 
And  guides  it  to  his  purpose. 

Isa.  (In  ecstacy.)  She  comes  with  him! 
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Wizard.  But  the  youth  looks  on  high  and  follows 

her. 

The  vision  passes. 
Isa.  More ! 

Wizard.  Cease  woman,  cease, 
He  has  appealed  against  us — the  event 
Must  show  the  rest. 
r.svr.  More! 

Wizard.  No,  my  brain  is  dizzied! 
Thou  knowest  not  of  these  tasks — give   me   the 

air — 

The  fumes  we  breathe  are  not  the  airs  of  earth, 
They  madden  and  destroy.    Come,  come,  I  say. 

(He  draws  her  with  him  from  the  cave  R.) 

SCENE  III.— A  Rocky  Defile. 

The  BLACK  KNIGHT  is  discovered  c.,  at  the 
extremity  of  the  pass,  he  coincs  dowly  forward, 
followed  by  JOAN;  about  half  way  from  the 
front,  she  stops. 

Joan,  (c.)  Must  we  pass  further  on  this  desolate 
track  ? 

(The  BlacJc  Knight  L.,  points  onward.) 
'Tis  wild. 

(The  Knight  motions  her  to  return  if 

she  fears.) 
No !  no !  'tis  my  appointed  task. 

(They  continue  to  advance  to  the  front 

of  the  stage.) 

Here  stand  and  answer  me,  where  is  the  foe 
Whom  thou  hast  promis'd  to  deliver  up  ? 
Thou  earnest  to  me,  a  traitor  to  thy  country, 
I  have  but  the  pledge  of  a  false  word  to  trust  thee, 
Speak !  show  me  straight  the  enemy. 

(The  Knight,  L.,  still  points  onwards.) 
We  are  here 
Alone !— speak  to  me,  but  a  word— one  word, 

To  break  this  horrid  silence 

Why  hast  thou  brought  me  hither  ?     In  this  hand 
Death  hath  ere  now  been  wielded, 

(The  Knight  points  to  her  sword,  and 
indicates  contempt.) 

Thou  knowest  all 

My  shame  to  change  that  sword !    Mysterious  man 
Who  hath  informed  thee  of  that  unknown  deed ! 
Thou  art  not  he,  for  whom  that  change  was  made  ? 
(The  Knight  answers  no.) 
He  hath  not  told  thee ! 

(The  Knight  answers  no.) 
Thou  shalt  speak  to  me, 
Be  what  thou  wilt !    I'll  force  my  soul  to  mate 

thee— 
Speak !— I  will  cleave  thee  dead. 

(The  Knight  advances,  and  drops  his 

arms,  as  if  to  receive  the  blow. 
Dost  brave  my  wrath  ? 
My  arm  was  never  powerless  till  now — 
My  breath  came  never  heavily,  nor  dews 
Clay-cold  burst  from  my  forehead.    I  am  weak, 
What  is  there  in  his  presence,  that  should  awe  me, 
Mute  and  defenceless  as  he  stands  before  me ! 
And  yet — thou  wilt  not  speak — show  me  thy  face, 

I  do  adjure  thee  by 

(The  Knight  opens  his  vizor,  she  stands 

for  a  moment  transfixed,  c.) 
Or  man  or  demon, 
I  will  not  fly  thee !    Ho,  advance !  advance ! 

(The  Knight  sounds  his  bugle,  a  distant 

answer  is  heard.) 

(The  ENGLISH,  headed  by  TALBOT 
and  LIONEL  enter,  preventing  the 
advance  of  the  French  soldiers,  c.) 


Joan.  The  fiend  hath  conquer'd  us. 
Yet  'twas   foretold,  my  death   should   save   my 

country. 
Tal.  Throw  down  your   arms!    the   first   that 

strikes  a  blow, 

Dooms  not  alone  himself,  but  all  his  fellows 
To  instant  death.    Yield  all,  or  all  shall  die. 

Joan.  Here  is  your  mark  —  this  breast  ! 
I  am  the  prophetess  —  the  Maid  of  Orleans  I 

Tal.  No,  not  upon  her  ! 
Let  not  one 
Peril  her  life,  but  seize  on  her  and  bind  her. 

Joan.  If  it  must  be, 
Perhaps  it  is  my  lot  so  to  endure, 
I  can  endure  for  France  ! 

(The  English  soldiers  advance,  the  French 
lay  down  their  arms,   Lionel  passes 
silently  to  Joan). 
Lion.  I  will  be  near  thee  ! 
Joan.  Away,  thou  art  my  bane  !  it  is  for  thee 
That  I  have  sold  my  country  ! 
Lion.  My  preserver  ! 
Joan.  Leave  me  ! 
Lion.  I'll  never  leave  the  hope  to  free  thee. 

(Goes  from  her.) 
Joan.  On  to  my  death  !    To  shame  and  death  at 

once! 
Why  does  your  vengeance  tarry  ?    I  shall  'scape 

you! 

There  is  but  one  temptation  that  can  slay 
My  soul,  and  it  is  here.    Lead  to  my  death  ! 

(They  form  to  leadvp  the  prisoners,  ynd 
the  scene  closes.) 

SCENE  IV.—  A  Prison. 
ISABEL  enters,  with  the  gaoler  and  an  officer. 

Isa.  (c.)  Safe  in  my  power!  safe!    Now  France 

is  mine  ! 

Mine  for  the  very  sport  of  cruelty. 
(To  officer.)  Go  you  from  me  to  the  great  Earl  of 

Bedford, 

Tell  him  it  is  my  will,  our  cause's  safety, 
He  urge  her  fate  on  with  extreme  speed. 
There  are  those  who  pity,  we  must  care  for  them 
Nor  have  our  prey  snatch'd  from  our  very  clutch. 


[Exit  Officer,  c. 
he 


Bring  her  along.    This  dungeon  be  her  palace  ! 
Sirrah  !  (To  gaoler.)  You  know  your  office,  or  you 

had  not 

Been  chosen  for  this  task.    But  guard  her  safely. 
Or  all  I  can  devise  to  quell  her  soul 
Shall  be  pour'd  out  on  thee. 

[Exit,  followed  by  gaoler,  the  door   is 
heard  to  be  barred. 

Enter  JOAN,  R.,  guarded. 

Joan.  It  must  be  borne. 
They  can  but  slay, 

Yet  to  be  led  by  stern,  malicious  butchers, 
To  the  public  scaffold  ! 
And  to  see  them  gloat 
On  every  thrill  of  agony.    Great  heaven  ! 
Must  I  endure  this  ?    He  !  he  promis'd  me 
He  said  he  would  release  me.    No,  no,  no  ! 
It  must  not  be.    If  he  could  save  me,  innocent  I 
But  I  have  perill'd  all,  I  must  bear  all. 

Thi,  (Without.)  You'll  give  me  way, 

Joan.  My  father's  voice  !     Oh,  let  him 
I  pray  you,  let  him  pass  to  me.    I'll  be 
Obedient  to  whatever  you  exact. 

Goaler.  Go  in! 
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Enter  THIBAUT,  R. 

Joan.  There  yet  is  mercy,  since  you  come  to 

me 
To  pray  with  me,  and  cheer  me. 

Thi.  Stand  from  me  ; 

I  lov'd  thee,  hpnour'd  thee,  as  one  whose  nature 
Was  above  mine,  rever'd  the  child  was  born  to 

me 

I  live  to  curse  the  hour  thou  saw'st  the  light. 
Joan.  Father! 
Thi.    Thou    hast  traffick'd  with  the  spirits    of 

evil, 

They  shout  it  loudly  in  the  market-place, 
Even  now  the  nobles,  and  the  holy  prelates 
Pass   judgment   on   thee.      They,  aoid    all    men 

say, 
Thou  hast  made  a  compact  to  destroy  thy  soul. 

Joan.  They  are  my  euemies,  they  foully  lie  ! 
They  dare  not  call  me  to  their  court  of  justice. 
One   look   of   truth   should   wither   their   hypo- 
crisy ? 

What  have  my  deeds  been  ? 
Father,  father ! 
Thou'lt  madden  me. 
Let  the  King,  let  France 
Speak  for  me. 

Thi.  All  believe  thou  art  accurs'd, 
Thou  led'st  the  army  to  the  enemy's  toils. 
Joan.  (Kneeling,  taking  his  hand.)  And  thou!  thou 

hast  known  me  from  my  very  birth, 
Thou  hast  nurs'd  me!    seen  me  as  an  innocent 

child, 

Thou  hast  in  me  a  memory  of  my  mother, 
I  am  to  thee  as  part  of  thy  own  self. 
My  thoughts  have   been  thy   training.     In   my 

prayers 

Thou  hast  knelt  by  me  ;  thou  can'st  not  believe 
Thy  child  is  such  a  wretch. 
Oh !  powers  of  wrath, 
Can  I  contend  with  this?     What  ho!    without 

there 
I  must  not  pause !  without  there  ! 

Enter  GAOLER,  c. 

Speed  to  Lionel, 

Speed  to  your  leader,  Lionel !     He  said 

That  he  would  save  me.    Speed !    He'll  give  thee 
gold. 

Tell  him  my  fate  approaches. 
Gaoler.  It  were  useless. 

The  Queen  has  sent  him  far  from  Rouen,  he 

Will  not  return  to-day. 
Joan.  (C.)  Not!  not  return. 

All's   past !      There   is    no    hope    for    me    but 
heaven ! 

And  that  I'll  palter  with  no  more, 

Speak  not  to  me:! 

No   further   hope  on  earth. — I'll    make    atone- 
ment 

For  the  vow  I  have  Taroken.    I'll  not  die  dis- 
honoured ! 

I  will  save  France,  and  *©  renew  my  glory ! 

Eater  TALBOT  with  Attendants,  c 

Tal.  Come  forth,  scxroeressl 
The   insulted   power    whiek  claiming  thou    hast 

mock'd, 

Demands  thy  life  be  saerifieed,  the  council 
Hath  doom'd  thy  instant  death  \ 

Joan.  I  thank  you  for  the  mercj  that  you  show 


In  this  my  instant  doom  !     'Tis  hard  to  die 
With  all  men's  hatred  ringing  in  my  ears, 
Without  one  heart  believing  in  my  truth, 
But  by  my  death  the  truth  shall  be  declared, 
Slay  me,  and  perish  by  your  own  inj  ustice ! 

Hal.  Thy  threats  are  vain ! 

Joan.  Now  would  I  have  them  vain, 
If  threats  you  deem  them — upon  this  last  trial 
I  place  my  fame,  my  country's  gratitude, 

Look  on  me,  dear  father,  does  my  cheek  blanch 
As  if  I  fear'd  ? 

Come !  Fate  has  never  led  me  to  a  glory 
Such  as  ye  now  prepare  for  me.  Behold 
What  I  am  by  the  event ! 

[Exeunt,  C. 

SCENE  V.— The  Market-place  of  Rouen.  Before  the 
Cathedral  a  pile  and  stake  are  raised,  c.  On  the 
other  side,  (upper  entrances)  walls  and  a  gate  with 
portcullis  and  drawbridge.  Guards  round  the 
pile.  Crowds  expecting  tlie  execution.  ISABEL, 
L.  with  the  English. 

Isa.  They  loiter!  (Shouts.) 

Officer.  (L.)  They  are  arriving  from  the  prison, 

The  people  throng  about  her  path  to  mock  her. 

(Nearer  shouts.) 

Now,  now  they  bring  her  on. 
Isa.  The  witch's  banner 

Place  on  the  pile  beside  her,  let  all  perish 

That  speaks  a  memory  of  her. 

Enter  TALBOT,  Guards  and  JOAN,  THIBAUT,  L. 

Tal.  Thy  minutes 

Are  few,  declare  before  the  assembled  people 
The  justice  of  thy  sentence,  and  thy  torments 

The  executioner  shall  shorten Sorceress ! 

Confess  thy  crimes  !  (She  is  silent.) 

Isa.  (K.)  Why  ask  her  own  avowal  ?    Is  she  not 
Condemned  ? 

Tal.  Her  tongue  is  mute.    That  she  may  put  no 

spells 
Upon  us— to  the  stake  ! 

Joan,  (c.)  All,  all  forsake  me, 
'Tis  well  that  I  should  die  when  not  a  heart 
On  earth  cleaves  to  me 

Bind  me,  and  bring  the  brands,  and  fire  the  pile  ! 
You,  my  father, 

When  you  shall  see  the  truth,  it  will  be  sweet 
To  you,  to  know  that  even  for  the  wrong 
You-  do  me  in  my  death,  I  had  no  thought 
But  pity ! 

The  ingratitude  of  all  I've  lov'd  and  served, 
The  maledictions  even  of  those  I  fall  for, 
Have  taught  me  I  have  nought  to  mourn  on.  earth. 

Tal.  Bind  her— to  the  stake  ! 

LIONEL  rushes  in,  n.  tr.  E. 

Lion.  (L.)  Hold,  hold  your  hauds  ! 
Queen,   the    French   press   around   us,   and    the 

embassy 

Thou  did'st  command,  no  daring  could  accomplish, 
But   well    I    guess    wherefore    you   framed   that 

errand, 
The    intent    is     frustrate    now— Give    me     her 

freedom  ! 

Jsa.  Not  for  the  crown  of  France ! 
Joan.  Why  do  yon  loiter  ? 
Lion.    Thou   shalt   not   die!    'twere   shame  to 

English  honour 
That  she,  who  twice  has  spared  an  English  leader, 
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Cannot  by  him  be  saved  from  a  foul  death. 
Twice  has  she  peril'd  all  for  me.    Who  now 
Will  meet  the  sword  which  honest  thankfulness 
Draws  to  defend  her  life  ? 

Isa.  Love  draws  that  sword, 
Aye,  love  for  a  foul  witch ! 

Licm.  There  is  no  blush, 
Proud  lady,  on  my  cheek,  if  love  it  be, 
My  passion  is  my  glory ! 

Tal.  Quick,  disarm  him ! 

(They  approach.) 

Petulant  boy !  think' st  thou  that  England's  weal 
Waits  on  thy  passions  ? 

Lion.  Or  in  life,  or  dcnth, 
We  are  henceforth  one ! 

Isa.  Poor  youth,  would' st  stain  thy  lineage 
By  an  alliance  with  a  peasant  sorceress  ? 
If  so, 

We'll  spare  her  for  thy  sake.    Call  her  thy  wife, 
Let  her  become  allegiant  to  our  cause, 
And  wield  the  sword  for  us  but  in  one  fight, 
Her  lifeisspar'd! 

Lion.  Then  break  her  bonds  at  once, 
I  claim  her  as  my  own ! 

(They  advance  to  release  Tier.) 

Joan.  (L.)  Set  fire  to  the  pile  ! 

Lion.  Thou  art  free! — thou  art  mine! — did  not 

the  peril  speak 
Which  thou  hast  run  for  me,  that  thou  did'st  love 

me? 

Give  me  thy  hand,  and  here  before  my  peers 
Accept  my  solemn  plight ! 

Jocm.  Lead  on  to  death ! 

Lion.  Keep  back!    Oh,  think  upon  thy  fearful 

fate, 

Think  on  the  heart  would  gladly  meet  it  for  thee, 
Hast  thon  no  tender  touch  of  womanly  feeling  ? 
Oh,  hast  thou  never  thought  upon  the  bliss 
Souls  fram'd  for  love  receive  ?    Twice  hast  thou 

saved  me 

Would' st  see  me  perish  now  in  tenfold  pain 
Because  the  throes  are  thine  ?  Speak,  do  not  scorn 

me; 

I  never  wept  a  tear  yet  for  myself, 
But  thou  so  young,  so  innocent,  so  kind, 
To  die! 

Joan.  Thou  dost  believe  me  innocent  ? 

Lion.  Can'st  ask  it  ? 

Joan.  Thou  dost  love  me  1 

Lion.  All  my  soul ! 
Is  thine?    And  thou? 

Joan.  I  have  lov'd  thee,  Lionel, 
Even  since  first  I  saw  thee ! 

Lion.Blessed  words, 
She  will  live  for  me  ? 

Joan.  No,  I  die  the  happier, 
To  hear  all  that  thon  say'st.     My  love  was  sin, 
When  it  spar'd  my  country's  foe,  and  broke  the 

vow 

Tbat  gave  me  power.    Now  it  is  atonement 
V»  hen  here  upon  the  altar  of  my  country, 


I  yield  even  that,  and  crave  death  at  your  hands, 
To  save  my  native  land ! 

Lion.    It  cannot  be  > 

Joan.  It  will  be,  you  will  see  it, 
Lionel  belov'd !     Farewell ! 

Lion.  I'll  clasp  theo  thus 
And  bear  thee  from  their  power 

(A  shout.)    Enter  OFFICER. 

Tal.  What  noise  is  that  ? 
Officer.  The  French  come  on 
Lion.  If  I  can  guard  thee  till  they  rescue  thee-. 
Tal.  Bring  brands  and  fire  the  pile 
Isa.  Hence  with  that  boy  and  loiter  not  i 
Tal.  Secure  him, 
And  let  her  die  at  once  ! 

(Lionel  is  disarmed.) 
Lion.  Bind  me  beside  her, 
For  henceforth  I'm  your  enemy  as  deadly 
As  ever  she  has  been. 

(Shouts  much  louder.)- 
Tal.  Hasten,  you  slaves, 
For  while  the  witch  lives,  her    foul  cause  may 

prosper. 
I'll  stem  the  torrent  while  you  speed  her  fate. 

(Nearer  shouts.— Talbot  rushes  to  the  gate.) 
They  hew  the  drawbridge  chains.  (Noise.)  It  falls  f 

to  arms ! 

She  will  be  rescued ! 
Joan.    Fear  not  that.     (Seizes  her  banner.)   On* 

Frenchmen ! 

Once  more  I  call  to  victory ! 
Tal.  (Stabbing  her.)  Die,  wretch ! 

(At  that  moment,  all  the  walls  are  scaled,, 
the  Portcullis  is  drawn  up,  and  the 
whole  town  appears  in  possession  of 
the  French.  CHARLES  and  the 
French  Nolles  rush  in.  The  soldiers 
break  down  the  stake,  and  seize  the 
burning  brands.) 

Joan.  Fools!  slaying  me  you  have  destroyed 
yourselves, 

All  is  accomplished  now — My  friends !  my  country- 
men! 

Father  !  you  see  the  event  which  I  foretold ! 

King,  once  more  France  is  free,  I  wa#  but  a 
woman ! 

And  f alter'd  in  the  task  I  dar'd  assume  ;. 

But  now  I  am  forgiven !     I  am  happy ! 

My  death  is  the  deliverance  of  France! 
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23.  Pelham.    By  Sir  E.  Lytton  Bulwer. 

24.  Naomi.    Author  of  "Rachel." 

25.  Swept  <fc  Garnished.    A.  W.  Thompson. 

26.  Jennie  Gray.    Author  of  "Against  Tide." 
27  Lestelle.    Author  of  "Yellow  Diamond.'1 

28.  Tracked.    Author  of  "Bound  by  a  Spell." 

29.  Carynthia.  Author  of  "  Twenty  Straws." 

80.  Violet  and  Rose.     Author  of  "  Blue  Bell." 

81.  Cost  of  a  Secret.    Author  of  "Two Pearls." 

82.  Terrible  Tales.    By  G.  A.  Sala. 

83.  Doomed.    Author  of  '•  Tracked." 

84.  White  Lady.  Author  of  "  Ingaretha." 

85.  Link  your  Chain.    Author  of  "Blue  Bell." 
36.  Two  Pearls.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

87.  Young  Cavalier.    Author  of  "  Tracked." 

38.  The  Shadow  Hand.    Author  of  "  Naomi." 

39.  Wentworth  Mystery.    Watts  Phillips. 

40.  Merry  England.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

41.  Blue  Bell.     Author  of  "Link your  Chain." 

42.  Humphrey  Grant's  Will.   Author  "Doomed." 

43.  Jessie  Phillips.   Mrs.  Trollope. 

44.  A  Desperate  Deed.    By  Erskine  Boyd. 


57.  Mysterious  House  in  Chelsea.    By  E.  Boyd 
28.  Two  Countesses  «te  Two  Lives.     M.E.Malcn 

59.  Playing  to  Win.    George  Manville  Fenn. 

60.  The  Pickwick  Papers.  By  Charles  Dickerts. 

61.  Doom  of  the  Dancing  Master.    C.  H.  Ross 

62.  Wife's  Secret.  Author  of  "The  Heiress." 

63.  Castlerose.    Margaret  Blount. 

64.  Golden  Fairy.    Author  of  "Lestelle." 

6*.  The  Birthright.    Author  of  "  Castlerose." 

66.  Misery  Joy.    Author  of  "  Hush  Money." 

67.  The  Mortimers.  Author  of  "  Wife's  Secret.' 

68.  Chetwynd  Calverley.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 
(i'J.  Woman's  Wiles.    Mrs.  Crow. 

70.  Ashfield  Priory.    Author  of  "Rachel." 

71.  Brent  Hall.    By  Author  of  "  Birthright." 

72.  Lance  Urquh  art's  Loves.    Annie  Thomas 

73.  For  Her  Natural  Life.    Mrs.  Winstanley. 

74.  Marion's  Quest.    Mrs.  Laws. 

75.  Imogen  Herbert.    Author  of  "Mortimers.' 

76.  Ladye  Laura's  Wraith.    P.  McDermott. 

77.  Fall  of  Somerset.    W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

78.  Pear]  of  Levonby.    By  M.  E.  O.  Malen, 

79.  My  Lady's  Master.    By  C.  Stevens. 

80.  Beatrice  Tyldesley.    By  W.  H.  Ainsworth. 

81.  Overtaken.    By  Starr  Rivers. 

82.  Held  in  Thrall.    By  Mrs   L.  Crow. 

83.  Ernest  Maltravers.     By  Sir  E.  L.  Bulwer 

84.  Nicholas  Nickleby.    By  Charles  Dickens 

85.  Oliver  Twist.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

86.  Barnaby  Rudge.    By  Charles  Dickens. 

87.  Paul  Clifford.    By  Sir  E.  Lytton  Bulwer 

88.  Rienzi.    By  Sir  Edward  Lytton  Bulwer 


Price   SIXPENCE;   post    free,   9d.   Except   ENTRANCES    AND    EXITS  and    NOBODY'S   FORTUNE 
double  size,  ONE  SHILLING.    Remit  Halfpenny  Stamps. 

London   JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand ;  and  all  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


The  Favourite  Illustrated  Magazines  of  the  Day,  for  ttie  Home  Circle, 

BOW    BELLS, 

Published  Every  Wednesday,    contains 

Twenty-four  large  folio  Pages  of  Original  Matter  by  Popular  Writers,  and  about  Twelve  Illustratioxs 

by  Eminent  Artists,  and  is  the  Largest  in  the  World. 

The  General  Contents  consist  of  Two  or  Three  Continuous  Novels,  Tales  of  Adventure  founded  on  fact 
Tales  of  Heroism,  also  founded  on  fact,  History  and  Legends  of  Old  Towns,  with  Illustrative  Sketches  from 
the  Original  Pictures,  Complete  Stories,  Tales,  Picturesque  Sketches,  Tales  of  Operas,  Lives  of  Celebrated 
Actresses  (past  and  present),  Adventures,  National  Customs,  Curious  Facts.  Memoirs  with  Portraits  of 
Celebrities  of  the  Day,  Essays,  Poetry,  Fine  Art  Engravings,  Original  and  Select  Music,  Pages  Devoted 
to  the  Ladies,  The  Work-Table,  Receipts,  Our  Own  Sphinx,  Acting  Charades,  Chess,  Varieties.  Sayings 
and  Doings,  Notices  to  Correspondents,  <fcc. 

Weekly.  One  Penny.    Monthly  Parts,  Ninepence.    Remit  Threehaljpence  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen  Copy. 

With  the  Monthly  Parts  are  Presented :— Fancy  Needlework  Supplements.  Coloured  Parisian  Plates, 
Berlin  Wool  Patterns,  Fashionable  Parisian  Head-dresses,  Point  Lace  Needlework,  <fcc.  <fcc. 

ALL  THE  BEST  AVAILABLE  TALENT,   ARTISTIC  AND  LITERARY,  ARE  ENGAGED. 

Volumes  I  to  XXXVI,  elegantly  bound,  Now  Ready. 

Each  Volume  contains  nearly  300  Illustrations,  and  640  Pages  of  Letterpress.  These  are  the  most  hand- 
•ome  volumes  ever  offered  to  the  Public  for  Five  Shillings.  Post-free,  One  Shillingand  Sixpence  extra. 


COMPANION    WORK    TO    BOW  BELLS. 
Simultaneously  with  Bow  BELLS  is  issued,  Price  One  Penny,  in  handsome  wrapper, 

BOW    BELLS    NOVELETTES. 

This  work  is  allowed  to  be  the  handsomest  Periodical  of  its  class  in  cheap  literature.  The  authors  and 
artists  are  of  the  highest  repute.  Each  number  contains  a  complete  Novelette  of  about  the  length  of  a 
One-Volume  Novel. 

Bow  Bells  Novelettes  consists  of  sixteen  large  pages,  with  three  beautiful  illustrations,  and  is  issued  in 
style  far  superior  to  any  other  magazines  ever  published.  The  work  is  printed  in  a  clear  and  good  type, 
on  paper  ot  a  fine  quality. 

Bow  Bells  JNovelettes  is  also  published  in  Parts,  Price  Sixpence,  each  part  containing  Four  Complete 
Novels.  Vols.  I  to  VII,  each  containing  Twenty-five  complete  Novels,  bouud  in  elegantly  coloured  cover, 
price  2s.  6d.,  or  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  4s.  6d. 


EVERY  WEEK.— This  Illustrated  Periodical,  containing  sixteen  large  pages,  is  published  every  Wednes. 
day,  simultaneously  with  Bow  BELLS,  it  is  the  only  Halfpenny  Periodical  in  England,  and  is  about  the 
size  of  the  largest  weekly  journal  except  Bow  BELLS.  A  Volume  of  this  Popular  Work  is  published  Half- 
yearly.  Vol.  XXVI,  now  ready,  price  Two  Shillings.  Weekly,  One  Halfpenny.  Monthly,  Threepence. 

THE  HISTORY  AND  LEGENDS  OF  OLD  CASTLES  AND  ABBEYS.— With  Illustrations  from  Original 
Sketches  The  Historical  Facts  are  compiled  from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the  Original  Legends 
and  Engravings  are  written  and  drawn  by  eminent  Authors  and  Artists.  The  Work  is  printed  in  bold, 
clear  type,  on  good  paper;  and  forms  a  handsome  and  valuable  Work,  containing  743  quarto  pages,  and 
190  Illustrations.  Price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  PLAYS.— Price  One  Penny  each.  Comprising  all  the  most  Popular 
Plays  by  the  most  Eminent  Writers.  Most  of  the  Plays  contain  from  16  to  32  pages,  are  printed  in  clear 
type,  on  paper  of  good  quality.  Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an  Illustrated  Wrapper.  Numbers 
1  to  320,  now  ready. 

THE  HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY.-Prlce  One  Shilling.  Post  free,  is  6d.  This 
remarkably  cheap  and  useful  book  contains  everything  for  everybody,  and  should  be  found  in  every 
household. 

DICKS'  BRITISH  DRAMA,— Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  Celebrated  Dramatists.  Complete  in 
12  Volumes!  Each  volume s  containing  about  20  plays.  Every  Play  Illustrated.  Price  One  Shilling  each 
Volume.  Per  Post,  Fourpence  extra. 

BOW  BELLS  HANDY  BOOKS.— A  Series  of  Little  Books  under  the  above  title.    Each  work  contains 
64  pages,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  on  tine  paper. 
1.  Etiquette  for  Ladies.  |          3.  Language  of  Flowers^^ 

Price  3d.   Post  free.  3Jd.    Every  family  should  possess  the  Bow  BELLS  HANDT  BOOKS. 
fHE  TOILETTE:   A  Guide  to  the  Improvement  of  Personal  Appearance  and  the  Preservation  of  Heftltfc. 
A  New  Edition.'price  is.,  or  by  post,  is.  id.,  cfcth,  gilt. 

London:  JOHW  DICKS,  313,  Strand; 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


DICKS'    BRITISH     DRAMA. 

ILLUSTRATED. 

Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  celebrated  dramatists. 
Complete  in  Twelve  Volumes,  price  One  Shilling  each ;  per  post,  Fourpence  extra. 


Vol.1,  contains:  The  Gamester— Jane  Shore— The  Man  of  the  World— Love  in  a  Village— Pizarro— 
The  Mayor  of  Garr'att — The  Road  to  Ruin — The  Inconstant — The  Revenge — The  Jealous  Wife — 
She  Stoops  to  Conquer — Douglas — The  Devil  to  Pay — The  Adopted  Child — The  Castle  Spectre — 
The  Rivals— Midas— The  Stranger— Venice  Preserved— Guy  Mannering— Fatal  Curiosity. 

Vol.  2,  contains:  A  Mew  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts— The  Grecian  Daughter— The  Miller  and  his  Men— The 
Honeymoon — The  Fair  Penitent— The  Provoked  Husband— ATale  of  Mystery— The  Wonder— The 
Castle  ot'Sorento — The  School  for  Scandal — The  Iron  Chest — George  Barnwell — Roto  Roy  Macgregor 
— Cato— The  Pilot— Isabella ;  or.  the  Fatal  Marriage— The  Lord  of  the  Manor— Arden  of  Faversbam 
— Tbe  Siege  of  Belgrade. 

Vol.  3,  contains:  Edward  the  Black  Prince— The  Critic ;  or,  a  Tragedy  Rehearsed  — Bertram— The 
Foundling  -Brutus ;  or,  the  Fall  of  Tarquiu  — Giovanni  in  London — Damon  and  Pythias — The  Beg- 
gars' Opera — The  Castle  of  Andalusia — John  Bull  —  Tancred  and  Sigismunda — Cymon — Werner 
—Paul  and  Virginia— Tbe  Three  Black  Seals— The  Thieves  of  Paris— Braganza— The  Lily  of  the 
Desert — A  Trip  to  Scarborough. 

Vol.  4,  contains :  Lady  Jane  Grey —The  Gold  Mine— Fazio  —  The  Orphan  of  the  Frozen  Sea— The 
Hypocrite — The  Curfew — Every  Man  in  his  Humour — The  Quaker — John  Felton — The.  Turnpike 
Gate — Prisonerof  State — The  Duenna — The  Roman  Father — The  Provoked  Wife — The  Waterman — 
The  Maid  of  Honour — Evadne— The  Merchant  of  Bruges — Speed  the  Plough— No  Song,  no  Supper — 
The  Courier  of  Lyons — Barbarossa. 

Vol.  5,  contains  :  Bothwell  —  The  Clandestine  Marriage— Alexander  the  Great— The  Padlock— Therese, 
the  Orphan  of  Geneva — In  Quarantine — One  o  Clock;  or,  the  Wood  Demon — The  Robbers  of 
Calabria— All  the  World's  a  Stage— Zara— The  Life-Buoy— The  Foundling  of  the  Forest— One 
Snowy  Night— The  Wheel  of  Fortune — Pipermans'  Predicaments — The  Meadows  of  St.  Gervaise 
—High  Life  Below  Stairs— The  Maid  of  the  Mill— The  Dog  of  Montargis— Rule  a  Wife,  and  Have 
a  Wife— The  Sol.lier's  Daughter— Thomas  and  Sally. 

Vol.  6,  contains:  El  Hyder;  the  Chief  of  the  Ghaut  Mountains— The  Country  Girl— A  Bold  Stroke 
for  a  Wife— The  Child  of  Nature-The  Lying  Valet-Lionel  and  Clarissa— Who's  the  Dupe— The 
West  Indian— Earl  of  Warwick— The  Panel— Tom  Thumb— The  Busy-Body— The  Wedding-Day 
—Such  Things  Are— Under  the  Earth—  Polly  Honeycomb  —  The  Duke  of  Milan— The  Miser- 
Atonement. 

Vol.  7,  contains:  The  Belle's  Stratagem  —  The  Farm  House— Gustavus  Vasa— The  First  Floor— Deaf 
and  Dumb—The  Honest  Thieves  -The  Beaux'  Stratagem  The  Tobacconist— The  Earl  of  Essex 
— The  Haunted  Tower — The  Good-Natured  Man — The  Citizen — All  for  Love — The  Siege  of 
Damascus— The  Follies  of  a  Day-The  Liar— The  Brothers— Lodoiska  —  The  Heiress— The  Dragon 
of  Wantley. 

Trol.  8,  contains:  Tamerlane— Monsieur  Tonson— A  Bold  Stroke  for  a  Husband— Cross  Purposes  —Father 
Baptiste — Count  of  Narbonne — All  in  the  Wrong — The  Virgin  Unmasked — The  Mysterious  Hus- 
band— The  Irish  Widow — The  Law  of  Lombardy — Love  a-la-Mode — Judge  Not — The  Way  to  Keep 
Him— The  Jew— The  Recruiting  Officer— The  Orphan— Bon  Ton— Fortune's  Frolic. 

«M.  9,  contains:  The  Dark  Glen  of  Ballyfoil— The  Tailor— The  Woodman— Two  Strin-s  to  Tour  Bow— 
Every  One  has  his  Fault — MRS  in  her  Teens — The  Orphan  of  China — The  Deserter — The  Double- 
Dealer — Appearance  is  against  Them — Oroonoko — The  Romp — The  Fashionable  Lover — The  Deuce 
is  in  Him— The  Merchant  Pirate— Mahomet,  the  Impostor— The  Chapter  of  Accident— What  Next 
— The  Distressed  Mother — The  Mock  Doctor. 

107.  10,   contains:   The  Bashful  Man— The  Carmelite— Duplicity— Three  Weeks  After  Marriage— Old 

Martin's  Trials — The  Cheats  of  Scapin — Abroad  and  at  Home — Animal  Magnetism Lovers* 

Vows — My  Spouse  and  I — Know  Your  Own  Mind — The  Apprentice — The  Bohemians  —  The  Ee- 
gister  Office— The  Sultan-Love  for  Love— The  Chances— Miller  of  Mansfield— The  Tender  Hus. 
hand— The  Guardian. 

Vol.  11,  contains:  The  Way  of  the  World— The  Benevolent  Tar— The  School  for  Wives— She  Would 
and  She  Would  Not— The  Contrivances—  Who  is  She  ?— Whichis  the  Man  ?— School  for  Arro- 
gance — The  Mogul  Tale — Suspicious  Husband — Hero  and  Leander  —  The  Confederacy The 

Maid  of  The  Oaks-By  Royal  Command— The  Constant  Couple-The  Careless  Husband-  Chro- 
nonhotonthologos — Votary  of  Wealth — Lovers'  Quarrels. 

Vol.  12,  contains:  Grotto  on  the  Stream  —  Ways  and  Means — The  Juggler — Richard  Coeur  de  Lion—- 
The Poor  Gentleman— Comus— The  Heir-at-Law— The  Polish  Jew— The  Scapegoat  —  Rosina  — 
First  Love — Deserted  Daughter — Love  Makes  a  Man — Better  Late  than  Never — Recruiting  Sergeant 
—Farmer's  Wife— Midnight  Hour— Wives  as  they  Were,  and  Maids  as  they  Are— He's  Much  to 
Blame 

London  :  J.  DiCKS,  313,  Strand. 
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Now  Publishing,  One  Penny,  Weekly, 

DICKS'  STANDARD  PLAYS, 


The  following  are  now  Ready : 


188.  The  Lady  of  Lyons 
3P  293.  Oliver  Twist 
302.  Woman's  Wit 

306.  Wild  Oats 

307.  Rookwood 

308.  The  Gambler's  Fate 

309.  Herne  the  Hunter 

310.  "Yes  "and  "No" 

311.  The  Sea-Captain 
*|2.  Eugene  Aram 

\  The  Wrecker's  Daughter 
*  Alfred  the  Great 
315.  The    Wandering     Minstrel 


and 


Intrigue 

316.  My    Neighbour's  Wife    and    The 

Married  Bachelor 

317.  Richelieu 

318.  Money 

319.  Ion 

320.  The  Bridal 

321.  Paul  Pry 

322.  The  Love-Chase 

323.  Glencoe 

324.  The  Spitalfield's  Weaver  and  Stage 

Struck 

325.  Robert  Macaire 

326.  The  Country  Squire 

327.  The  Athenian  Captive 


328.  Barney  the  Baron  and  The  Happy 

Man 

329.  Der  Frieschuti 

330.  Hush  Money 

331.  EastLynne 

332.  The  Robbers 

333.  The  Bottle 

334.  Kenilworth 

335.  The  Mountaineers 

336.  Simpson  and  Co. 

337.  A  Roland  for  an  Oliver 

338.  "'The  Turned  Head"   and  "The 

Siamese  Twins" 

339.  The  Maid  of  Croissey 

340.  Rip  Van  Winkle 

341.  The  Court  Fool 

342.  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin 

343.  Deaf  as   a    Post   and   A  Soldier's 

Courtship 

344.  The  Bride  of  Lammermoor 

345.  Gwynneth  Vaughan 

346.  Esmeralda 

347.  Joan  of  Arc 

348.  Town  and  Country 

349.  The  Middy  Ashore  and  Matteo  Falcone 

350.  Duchess  of  Malfi 

351.  Naval  Engagements 

352.  Victorine,  the  Maid  of  Paris 


Each  Play  will  be  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment. 

To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  will  prove  invaluable, 
as  full  stage  directions,  costumes,  &c.,  are  given.  Remit  penny  stamp  and  receive  a  List 
of  upwards  of  three  hundred  plays  already  published. 


London :  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand.    All  Newsagents. 
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